Il 


31960 01 


0431862 


i 


ST. 


ANDREWS 


COLLECT. 


PS 


615 


295 
1998 


Acknowledgements 
These poems have been published in the following journals: 


Kemp Gregory’s “Full Moon” in Lucid Moon 

Kemp Gregory’s “Jonah’s Fifth Avenue Prayer” in Poetry Motel 
Kemp Gregory’s “Post-Workshop Fete with the Bohemian Ministry 
of Education” in Mojo Risin’ 

Paul Silvia’s “slaughterhouse” haiku in Modern Haiku 

Michael Dylan Welch’s “swallow” haiku in Shades of Green 


Thanks to James Collins for helping to key enter a number of the 
pieces in this issue of Simple Vows and to Nancy Gregory for 
meticulously proofreading the final manuscript. 


Editor’s Introduction to the First Issue of Simple Vows 


Without overestimating the value of this new journal, I think I 
can safely say that we’ve begun something good here. The work of 
the twenty-four contributors contained in this first issue is, indeed, 
what I always hoped it would be. In these pages, a discriminating 
reader will find the crafted creations of an unorthodox priesthood of 
believers who have taken “simple vows.” That is, the writer-priests of 
this secular “catholic” faith have dedicated themselves to the 
discipline of producing lean, luminous poetry and prose that explores 
the depths of lived experience, where human beings laugh, cry, 
wonder, reflect, and love. At the same time, these wmiters have 
renounced all-unconditional “solemn vows” to any church, state, or 
special-interest absolute because they know that adherence to a 
doctnnatre stance distorts the truth of individual experience. 

In honestly portraying the multifarious and even idiosyncratic 
nature of such truth, these writers have, in effect, shown once again 
how a group of committed individuals exhibiting Kierkegaard’s purity 
of heart (singleness of purpose) can still achieve significant victories 
of the spirit in a dehumanized age. Victories, for example, over 
scientistic myopia. Over the mindless hatred of others because of 
race, creed, gender, nationality, or sexual/political preference. Over 
the relentless daily assaults on our senses by a society whose real 
religion seems to be an overweening desire to possess and consume. 

Bold claims, you say. Well, read the pieces in this premiere 
issue and see for yourself. My guess is that you will be drawn in 
immediately and swept along—after a while, almost against your will. 
The current is strong. These writer-priests are not afraid to express 
pain—or joy, either, which as any lover knows, can leave you as 
drained as any instance of agony. 

I would like to extend special thanks to my co-editors, Charles 
Fuhrken and Sid Trice. Charles has helped me make many difficult 
choices about which pieces to use and which ones to send back. He 
has also followed behind me as I sought to arrange the poems and 
prose in a non-random but non-contrived way. I have taken many of 
his suggestions for improvement. Sid Trice deserves all the credit for 
the design and production of the manuscript of Simple Vows. Quite 


frankly, I haven’t seen a small press publication that looks any better. 
And this is only our first issue! 

So where do we go from here? It is my hope that Simple Vows 
will become a major player on the national scene. The only reason it 
won't is if we can’t afford to keep producing it. Whether we can or 
can’t remains to be seen. Stoneflower Literary Journal, a first-class 
magazine here in San Antonio, just announced its closing—for 
financial reasons. It’s a sad, topsy-turvy scene in which we find 
ourselves. Quality, too often, goes begging. 

Nevertheless, we plan to persevere as long as we can. We are 
already accepting submissions for issue #2, which will be published in 
November. A third issue is planned for March of next year. In future 
issues, these editors’ pages will be replaced by letters from readers. 
So please drop us a note, letting us know what you like about the 
magazine and what we can do better. 

We would also like to reserve the back of the journal for mini- 
essays on craft (in the broadest sense) and for book/magazine reviews. 
We don’t mind being controversial or didactic, even if that irritates 
some people. In our opinion, the small press is paying too little 
attention to the poet’s craft, in particular. For future issues, consider 
submitting short pieces (500-750 words) dealing with these concerns. 

OK. Enough. Probably too much. It’s time to stop and let 
this issue rest—that is, go to press. I’ve had a wonderful time 
bringing this journal into being and watching it become a celebration 
of small press persistence and skill. I’m proud of the first issue, and I 
feel that anyone reading it with an open mind will be both nurtured ~~ 
and challenged by its artful indirection. 


Kemp Gregory 
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posm seribbied oa burger 

ki kiat 6-50 

an irritating idiotic joy 

wrestles my heart 

& wins 

in spite of bombs & church fires 
and evidence everywhere 

that humanity has reached 1996 ACE 
still festering : 

still thriving 

on selfishness, stupidity 

and hatred 


in spite of knowing 

someone exists somewhere 
who would torture & kill me 
for how i was born, 

for who and how i have loved 


& the only reason i‘m still alive 
is because our paths haven’‘t crossed 
yet 


this poem means nothing 
except that i have watched 
another golden purple sunrise. 


Michael Hathaway 
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jedgment day 

once, in the middle of a 
rowdy motel room encounter 
with a very flexible guy named Bob 
and a bottle of Jim Beam, 

i suddenly remembered 

what the preacher shouted, 
red-faced, 

at the top of his lungs 

in the Baptist church 

of my childhood: 


“on judgment day, YOU will 

stand before GAWD & every person 
who ever lived on earth, 

including YOUR family & friends, 
and YOUR life will be replayed 

on a giant screen in front of YOU 
like a MOVIE for ALL to see...!” 


I stop. 

Flash a big smile, 
wave to the camera, 
say, “Hi, Mom!” 


Michael Hathaway 
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Reats 
9" grade 


she grimaced 

& gave me that stem 
“English-teacher-look” 
each time she saw me 
with a Harlequin Romance 
or gothic romance novel 


one day she smiled 
mischievously, 

dangled Jane Eyre 

in front of my face, 
lovingly coaxed me 

into the world of literature 


from there, it was 
Wuthering Heights, 

Tess of the dUrbervilles, 
The Grapes of Wrath... 


10° grade 


Mr. Burton oozed 

on & on about 

some biography of Lincoln 
by Sandburg 


our class was instructed 
to read it silently, 

then give our opinion 
of it later 


when my tum came 

i said, 

“it was boring. 

i could have done better.” 


i got an F 
for honesty. 


Rests 


o" grade 


she grimaced 

& gave me that stern 
“English-teacher-look” 
each time she saw me 
with a Harlequin Romance 
or gothic romance novel 


one day she smiled 
mischievously, 

dangled Jane Eyre 

in front of my face, 
lovingly coaxed me 

into the world of literature 


from there, it was 
Wuthering Heights, 

Tess of the dUrbervilles, 
The Grapes of Wrath ... 


10” grade 


Mr. Burton oozed 

on & on about 

some biography of Lincoln 
by Sandburg 


our class was instructed 
to read it silently, 


. then give our opinion 


of it later 


when my tum came 

i said, 

‘it was boring. 

i could have done better.” 


i got an F 
for honesty. 
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Fearth Peried Laggasge Arts 


I teach Shirley Jackson’s 7he Lottery 

in the spring for 

no particular reason. 

The kids quickly focus on 

her picture, thick gray hair 

combed back, antique eyeglasses, 

her drab blouse made more drab in 

the black and whiteness of 

the photo placed squarely beside her bio. 


“She looks like a librarian,” Connie sneers, 
intended as a joke, but I make it 

a point of discussion. 

I bring up the four facts I know about 

her life—birth, education, career, death—then 
we read. I read—dramatic and quick. 
Each student takes a turm—slow and 
slower. We make it 

in about an hour. 

It’s another story with new 

vocabulary words, main ideas, flat 


and round characters. I impart knowledge, then 
ask for questions. 

“So who won 

the money?” Daniel asks first. 

I pause at a question 

I did not expect— 

one I do not understand. 

Others nod, sharing 2 

in the question. 

I tum over “what money?” in my head 

but before asking for clarification, 

see “THE LOTTERY” in all caps 

sprawled across the chalkboard in the eighth-grade classroom 
I’ve occupied for months now. 

“There ‘sno money,” I answer, 

nearly inaudible. 


“I don’t get this story,” Connie offers 
this time. Another question interrupts. 
“What did she win— 

that woman, Mrs. Hutchinson— 


what did she win if she didn’t win 

the money?” comes a voice from another 
place in the room, from Paul 

or Anthony. 


I look down at my tattered text, 

the ending of the story barely 

readable as my notes cover 

the words Ms. Jackson intended. 

“She won Death,” I answer, 

impulsively. Connie again: “We a/ways read 
sad stories. Why do we always read these 
sad stories?” 


I say, 

for the first time, 

“I don’t know.” 

I, the teacher with the answer 
keys, don’t know. 

I repeat “I don’t know” 

in my head, without 

letting up, without looking 

for the answer 

in the text. 


The bell dismisses, and texts are slapped 
shut. My fourth-period student inquisitors 
bolt from their seats, 

and those from fifth 

parade in. 

In the confusion, I struggle to blurt out 
before they’ve all gone: “Tomorrow, class, we'll 
read The Outcast of Poker Flat." Even worse, 
I think, 

than being stoned 

to death. 


As the start bell sounds, I tum back 

to page 87, the beginning again. I stare 

at her picture, at my notes that have scarred 
the page, at the dialogue 

of the story I’ve highlighted— 

the important parts. Untouched 

by questions 

or stones. 


Charles Fuhrken 
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what bloems in spite ef the wasteland 


12 years after graduation, 

at Wal-Mart in Great Bend, Kansas, 
browsing through a display of sale books, 
i found a hardbound edition 

of a Bukowski biography 

discounted from $22.95 

to 75¢. 


i was stunned to find Bukowski 
at Wal-Mart in Great Bend, Kansas 
at all. 


then outraged 

that the life of one of the brightest 
most genuine literary gems of our time 
was marked down by Wal-Mart 

to 75¢! 


then unbridled joy 

as it dawned that recently bankrupted i 
could take the book home 

for less than a dollar 


i accepted it as how 
what is meant to be 
happens 


how what belongs in my hands & heart 
eventually finds its way there: 


Michael Hathaway 
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Never much cared 

for organized sports 

too many pumped up 

pretty boy team captains 

picking their friends first 

leaving me to rot against the wall 

like unwanted overripe fruit 

dangling from a vine 

but the Boy’s Club annual paper drive 

was another matter altogether 

going door to door 

we'd collect thousands of pounds of paper 

the magazines were the best 

me & Andy Klitz & Billy Schneider 

would ferret through the piles 

hoarding up all the Sports Iustratecs 

and glossy girlie magazines 

we'd hide the treasures in the bushes 

behind the school and when the drive was over 
we'd sneak back there and devour 

every word and picture 
That's where I first learned 
about how the world really worked 

Thumbing through S7 and the other skin mags 

I saw all the close-ups from the “Thrilla in Manila” 
where Ali and Frazier pounded 

the shit out of each other for hours, 

read about the mighty 1972 Miami Dolphins, 

and saw nakéd ladies with nipples the size of Houston 
kissing each other on the lips 


That's right, right then and there 

I figured I’d leave that touch football to those pansy asses 
back at the Boy’s Club 

and wait for my big day to arrive 


- 


Joseph Shields 
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HOME FIELD ABVANTAGE 


I always thought 

there was something screwy 
about the football games 
that took place over 

at Danny Milo’s place. 


The games usually 

were one-on-one matches 
with Mr. Milo playing 
all-time quarterback 

for both sides. 


Though Danny wasnt 
that great of a player, 
he consistently beat me 
by a touchdown or two. 


I never complained but 
it sure seemed that my 
passes were errant 

a hell of a lot more often 
than Danny’s. 


I silently questioned 
if Danny‘s old man 
was playing fair. 


Thoughts of conspiracy 
and favoritism were always 
in my head. 


Now 25 years later 
I'm a dad, and I finally have 
old man Milo’s number. 


Joseph Shields 
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Once Alive 


I daydream back sometimes to 4 am, with my palomino, Josie, 

when I was seven. 

I remember leading her, or her leading me, 

to the rabbit coop, 

where I placed her rope bridle around her nose and head 

(despite Daddy’s constant admonitions to “always use the proper equipment”) 
and tossed the blanket across her back. 


I‘d clamber up on the coop, 

stirring the rabbits from their sleep, 

for I was far too small to mount Josie from the ground. 

She held steady as I awkwardly slung my skinny leg across her back, 
then, along with my collie, Lady, 

we were Off to the fields. 


As soon as I was out of view of the house, 

I‘d lay my head down on her mane, 

allowing her slow, gentle gait to rock me to sleep. 
In winter, the calming effect 

was heightened by the audible rhythm of the frost 
crunching beneath her hooves. 


Lady trod alongside, 

she actually doing all the work. 

Yet even as our scraggly trio approached the herd, 

the cows were already moving toward us. 

It occurred to me earfy on that these bovine beasts were not as stupid 
as they were hungry. 


Lady would round up the young stragglers who had not yet learned the routine. 
As we approached the chute, Lady would begin to bark, 

and I would awaken, pretending to have fulfilled my rural chores for the day 
before preparing for school. 


Then my brothers, no great lovers of early momings, 
would be jostled from their sleep 

and sent to perform milk-machine and shit-shovel duty, 
while I sat with Daddy by his Hitachi transistor radio 
listening to Johnny Watkins’ farm report on KWTX. 
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I can still hear the ads for cattle wormers 

and the prices of hog futures 

while Daddy rattled the old metal coffee pot 

(the kind that left sacred grounds in the bottom of the cup 

that had to be splashed into the sink before a refill) — 

now, as I dash my paper-filtered 

dregs into the nearest hallway water fountain, 

I'm puzzled — why all these thoughts at the end of another corporate 
crunch-day, such vital images of having been once alive? 


Sid Trice 


heme 


home. 
mother’s pinched smile. 
home. 
father’s rampant fists. 
no honey left in this hive. 
home. 
smell of warm bread. 
home. 
black and blue purple and red. 
home. 
never where the heart is. 
‘ _ home. 
our young frankenstein 
is ready to be loosed 
on the unsuspecting world 
outside. 
home and searching for some place 
to hide. 
where the walls have seen it all. 
home. 


Kevin Hibshman 
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Extra Homework: A Journal Confession 10-24-97 | 


Yesterday, journal, I hardly lived up to the parental standards to 
which learned folk aspire. 


First of all, the afternoon did not begin on a pleasant note. When I 
looked over the kid’s “contract,” I found that he had not completed his 
handwniting assignment during handwriting class. So, that was extra 
homework. 


Then, I saw that he had not written even one sentence of a draft for 
his “anti-drug” essay (it has been assigned for two weeks, and the 
teacher gives the class some time to work on it every day!). So, that was 
extra homework. 


Next, I saw that the teacher had given him a chance to correct a 
worksheet on which he’d gotten a 64 because he’d used the wrong text 
to answer the questions. (Mr. “I’m paying attention” hadn’t been). That 
was nice because the important thing for her was that he learn the 
correct information regardless of the failing grade. So, that was extra 
homework. 


Then, there was a note that during the movie assembly, he’d taken all 
the tic-tac breath mints out of the box, put them in his mouth, pulled 
each one out of his mouth, and stuck them on other kids’ clothing. 
Cute! - 


And, finally, “Mr. Genius” had had a nosebleed and left a bloody trail 
leading from the restroom mitror, to the sink, and on to the floor. 
Normally, I would not think this was a big deal. However, “Mr. 
Genius” does this at home, too, and he’s gotten into trouble for it every 
time. He has been told the procedure is to get a tissue (or toilet paper), 
put it on his face, pinch his nose hard, and go get help. Well, “Mr. 
Genius” prefers to blow his nose (without the benefit of a tissue) 
because he doesn’t like the feelings of having blood stuffed in his nostril, 
washing his face, and then pinching his nose. Consequently, there ts a 
horrendous bloody trail whenever this happens. So I was not 
sympathetic. 


Thus, when homework time came around, I was not pleasant. I did 
not rage, however. I didnot grab. I WAS able to control that. 


However, I was angry with the manner tn which he remains totally 
oblivious to what is expected of him even though it has been repeated 
many, many times. 


Things were humming along for the first 30 minutes of homework 
time. Then I excused myself. I told him that I was going to the 
bathroom and I’d be back soon. Well, I walked into the hall bathroom 
and what did I see? You got it: another bloody trail! There was blood 
on the tank top, on the sink, on the mirror, on the door handle, and on 
the cabinet door handle. ISAW RED! Joan Crawford was Mother 
Teresa compared to me at that moment. I attempted to calm down; 
then I saw that he’d peed in the pot, had not flushed it, and had peed 
on the seat (he’s too lazy to lift it up) and left it all standing there for me 
to discover. ISAW PURPLE (with red overtones)! 


I must confess that I spoke horrible words, the likes of which few 
ears have ever heard. I really scraped the bottom of the barrel, spraying 
profanities in all directions. My vocabulary was a new adventure in 
compound usage, and I surprised myself in my ability to be so creative. 


So, imagine the pathetic picture of a crying 11-year-old, wearily 
sniffling as he sprays disinfectant on the bathroom utilities and wiping 
tears away as he cleans up the mess he’s made. 


To top it all off, I sat on my glasses and broke them. Not only that: 
my Mickey Mouse watch stopped working. I’ve had it since 1989 when 
my children gave it to me for Mother’s Day. And to make a long story 
longer, he finally went to bed at 11:45 p.m. 


Before total self-condemnation sinks in, I should report that I did 
manage to gather some strength from within and gave him a 45-minute 
break earlier in the evening (between battles). I also got him a large 
strawberry sundae from McDonald’s. Guilt is a terrible animal. So it 
wasn’t all work all nightlong. And he consulted with his dad for 
information to put into his “anti-drug” essay. He was interested in the 
effects of drug abuse, specifically. The little fucker was clever in that he 
wondered how anyone could avoid using drugs. He said, “Nana uses 
drugs because of her heart and blood pressure. Dad uses drugs for his 
arthritis. I use drugs for my asthma. And we all use ibuprofen.” 


We don’t agree with very much of what he says, but this time we had 
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to concur. So a discussion on “drug abuse” ensued, and that became 
the focus of his essay. He wrote it out, and I edited in red ink so that 
his teacher wouldn’t think I'd done it for him. I think it’s pretty good. 


I wanted to hug the bugger when he looked at me and asked, “Do 
you like my essay? Are you proud of me? Do you think I'll win?” 


“Wine” I wondered. 


“Yes,” he said. “It’s a contest, and they’re giving trophies for the 
best essays.” 


I had to respond in classic parent-speak: “I’m very proud of you, 
and it doesn’t matter whether you win anything. It’s a very good essay.” 


This morning the bugger was up at 6:30 a.m. and was studying his 
words for the spelling test that he'll take today. He says: “We've gotta 
leave at 7:15 a.m. so that I can show Mr. Baldwin my work and make it 
to choir practice on time. [’m not supposed to miss practice because 
the choir teacher told us we’d get kicked out if we did. If I get kicked 
out, I can’t be in the Christmas program.” 


On the way to school, for no good reason, I gave him another box 
of tic-tacs and told him: “Take one tic-tac now, one right after lunch, 
and one after school. But under no circumstances should you open this 
box during class or any other time. Understand?” He nodded. I’m 
thinking, God, they wear us down, don’t they? 


Marcella Barajas 
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Picture of My Brother Keith 
Leaning on a Velnme of After-Binner Speeches 


“T’m in a position where I can’t defend myself.” “Tf that’s how things stand, then 
there’s no help, it seems,” said K. 


-The Trial 


On an errand 

for words (or otherwise 

lost) in my mother’s dim 
basement, I’m taken 

by this frame of forever, the only piece 
left from his non-psychoactive 
stage. Each time I end 

up in the family shrine 

of final respects, stumbling 

into floral trash 

cans, kicking loose copies 

of Fulton J. Sheen, I linger, briefly, 
to moum a half-life. 

The photograph relic 

barely in view, 

I'm braced for flashes 


of sequence. From his junior year 
on, he roamed the Trail of Delusion. 
The miracle drugs he was stuck with 
left him mumbling 

at nicotine fingers, a tiger 

in chemical lockdown. The last 
week of his life he wondered 

out loud how wide 

his cage was. 

At 43, on the first 

of May, he died 

in his underwear, semi-private, 
asleep, in some nursing home 

hall of fame. He’s all there 


in this picture. I know it 

by heart: black 

tie, white shirt, top 

hat; head cocked 

to one side; hands resting 

on a balsa cane, his back 

firm against brick. The little man 
(a true gentleman) ceremonial 
charmer in a schoolhouse 

show. And I can imagine 


those telling scenes before the arrest 
of time. His fourth-grade circus stint 
done, he primps, on request, 

for eyes still drawn to appearance. 
In the lower left-hand comer, 

a shadow performs in dust (mute 
prophecy aiming for Fate). 


He straightens his coat and false 
moustache; the sun strolls out 

of obsequious clouds, parents pull 
triggers, and cameras 

fire at the Master 

who stands smiling 

without a blindfold 


too young for a quick cigarette 
frozen in the black and white 
of his last respectable hour. 


Kemp Gregory 
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back fest 

this is why 

when they handed out the gifts 
one of them was smallpox 
white medicines too 

we were pleased to walk 


black miles for 
foot by black foot 


it is the feet that die first 


out beyond the soldiers 

six white feet deep 

they stacked the women together, 
then the children 

one black foot of black rock 

all we were worth 


we could not lie there in peace 
wind circling our toes 

hell washed away in the 

blue little bow river 


we Call ourselves picunis 

but by the time they were 
through with us 

we were black feet 

gave them our tipis 

up in smoke like spirits 

gave themselves our thanks = 
for one thin wall of wood 
between us and the rocky winter 
in the black moon , 

of efk in the wooded valleys 
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it is the feet that freeze first 


took from us everything 

gave us the gun 

gave us the many miles walks 
and the fence 


they even took the dances 

that kept our blood feet ciraulating 
the dancing we have left 

dances in our heads 


this is why 


tony gallucci 


sunset approaches— 


puddles begin to cool 
on the slauchterhouse floor 


Paul Silvia 
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Pest-Workshop Fete with the Baraniaa Ministry of Edacatien 


The divination of student scribbling 
is, for the moment, forgotten. Holistic 
hermeneuts no longer, we assemble 

at Traveller’s Rest to feast 

on island bounty. The menu 

is conch and more conch. Gritty shellfish 
gold, deep fried, over rum and a ream 
of bad jokes. Arawak, African, Celt 
are one in a deviate’s dream 

of sexual puns. Till tree-talk 

leads to ancestral ties, 

which makes me uneasy 

with mine (“I come from a line 

of lynchers, you see...”)—I’m off 
(with an outhouse excuse) to reflect 


on the absence of light. From the stone-bruised 
seas, the spectrum has 

fled with the sun 

and a fleet of brash stars. 

On a shore like this, 

an eternity past, 

some eager amphibian chose 

land, unaware of twisted 

entailment, unaware 


that aeons hence, proud creatures would 

rise from a jumble of features and flesh. 

The black man first, in the African dark; 

all the rest, his spawn, but given to tyrannies 
of sight. O the Silcotton slave 

hangs in the sea...My feet 


are soaked in Carribean spray. 
Why am I here 
but to wander 

back up to the brotherhood 
blast while shadowy fathers 
can smile? 
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LA MUERTE BE UN AGUELA 


April 22, 1993 
In Memory of Cesar Chavez 


In San Luis, Arizona 

el arco iris appears 

the rain stops, 

the earth is silent 

the sun's temperature rose 
the corn straightens itself 
in the aftemoon heat. 


In Gila River Valley 

the moon weeps behind a cloud 

the ocean's waves wash ashore 

the flowers open up 

rushing forth their fragrance, 

trees stand tall, strong, 

clouds celebrate a symphony of thunder 
el cielo turns azulado 

the mountains tremble 

y los quetzales regresan a la selva. 


Tn Delano, Califas 

Xochipili, Xochiquetzal y Tonaztin 
sadly smile proudly. The holy 

bow their heads, farmworkers pray 
others in their thousands 

search the ground for a lost feather, 
a token of his passing, 2 

la muerte de un aguila. 


‘Martyrs and heros dan la bienvenida 
to the arrival of this eagle. 

En el pueblo de Sal Si Puedes 

choirs of cathedrals chant canticles 
VIVA LA HUELGA-VIVA LA JUSTICIA 
VIVA CESAR CHAVEZ 

VIVA CESAR CHAVEZ! 


In the city of angels 

politicians whisper: We have lost 
the greatest Californian 

of the twentieth century! 


LA MUERTE DE UN AGUILA 

like the death of a Chicano warrior 
is not an everyday ocasrence 
sometimes the loss of a friend, 
like an eagle taking flight 
retuming home, 

evokes sad feelings in one's heart. 


In San Antonio, Tejas 

nuestro antepasados sound trumpets 
to all derections of Aztlan- 

calling us to struggle on 

for fa justicia y la paz! 


VIVA CESAR CHAVEZ 
VIVA CESAR CHAVEZ 
VIVA LA HUELGA, 

VIVA CESAR CHAVEZ 
VIVA CESAR CHAVEZ! 


Trinidad Sanchez, Jr. 
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Young Jack Kereaae 


Young Jack Kerouac and Allen Ginsberg went on the road today and were taunted 
by gay bashers and neo nazis who were secretly afraid of their own desires 
and of Freedom. 

Young Jack Kerouac went on the road today and was robbed and beaten by a pack 
of wilding gansta rappers who thought the world owed them respect because 
they had a gun. 

Young Jack Kerouac went on the road today and visited a local jazz club, but it was 
just Kenny g playing all night. “Jazz ain’t what it used to be,” he sighed as he 
headed for the door and downtown towards Harlem. 

Young Jack Kerouac went hitchhiking on the road today and got picked up by a 
truckdriver who offered him money to do lewd and degrading sex acts. So he 
gave him Allen’s number. 

Young Jack Kerouac went on the road today and got rear-ended by a car jacker 
who demanded he “pull over now, mutherfucker!” and when he refused they 
pumped his car full of lead and sped off into the neon sunset. 

Young Jack Kerouac went on the road today and had his poetry and book readings 
condemned by Bob Dole and Jesse Helms, who hadn‘t even bothered to read 
any of it. 

Young Jack Kerouac went on the road today and got aids from some cheap prosti- 
tute he met in a bar in Tijuana. The clap didn’t seem so bad after all. 

Young Jack Kerouac went on the road today and traded in his alcoho! for some 
trendy, chic heroin at The Viper Club and almost OD‘d with River Phoenix into 
the starry starry night. 

Young Jack Kerouac went travelling on the road in California and was lucky to sur- 
vive earthquakes, mudslides, brushfires, rioting and looting, and being chased 
up and down the interstate by a knife-wielding OJ in his white Ford Bronco. 

Young Jack Kerouac decided to stay the hell home and went online on the internet 
for his first q and a chat session. It was beat. “Man, that’s the world’s most 
boring shopping mall!” he muttered as he signed off and drank himself into 
oblivion. 


Ralph Hasejmann, Jr. 
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Reality 


“The doctor said { have AIDS,” James told me. 
And my spirit, without my permission, 
screeched backward to the deathbedside of another lover now gone. 
My mind’s eyes, against my will, stared down 
at ‘a pale, emaciated frame once inhabited by Adonis. 
I relived, reluctantly, a pain that I didn't really own, as I felt the sting of evil 
tools re-digging a hole in my soul I had thought was almost filled. 
The misery started to tug at tears from inside. 
Then — 
I retumed to the moment, and feeling the emotion starting 
to swallow me, I realized none of this crap was for him. 
Shamed at my selfishness, I mustered a false bravado. 
I fabricated calmness. 
I adopted an appropriately gentle smile, looked in his eyes, 
and told him, 
“Everything will be 
all right.” 


Sid Trice 
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“were you ever in naw yerk when it started 
terain & you kever thoaght you'd ever 
find someone to eve?” 


tireless, you walk the street 
no one gives a damn 


the eyes float by like dull boat 
lights in the rag fog / no one 
gives a damn 


self-contained / your little world 
like a can o’ life / unto yourself 


you wander on 


with empty pockets / you window 
shop in the rain / it is sales 

day in the wasteland of the soul 
& you are your own umbrella 

no one gives a damn 


you look 

to pry open the tin lid 

of another / to crawl into 

their bed of curious wigglies / 
to lie down in their shadowy lair 


you wear the streetlamps likea 
halo / haloes that say hello to 
the thomed haloes of another / 


puerto ricans / armenians / jews & 


22 


goyem / italians / koreans / haitians 
the dwarfs & the giants / the halo 
in the rain is a hat which fits all 
no one gives a damn 

the city is a smoldering volcano 
you walk thru the smoke of your 
vision / drawn not by the pain 
but by the resistance 

you reach out / timidly with great 
bravado & 

if the fire doesn’t get-you first 

a darker caress follows 


brother, 

were you ever in new york when it 
started to rain & you never thought 
you'd ever find someone to love? 


no one gives a damn 


normal 
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Negit Sweats 


Night Sweats. For the third night in a row, I rip off my wet gown and 
stand naked under the ceiling fan. When I’m dry, I pull the “N” volume encyclope- 
dia off the bottom bookshelf. “A” is already on my desk. I riffle through the shiny 
pages; they smell like cold school rooms and the mysteries of childhood. 


Newman, Paul. 
Newfoundland. 


Newspaper. Assholes. Dont care who they hurt. We just report the news, 
maam, 
Nigeria. Dying by the thousands of it there. 


Night, SeeDay. Ofcourse. That's how we define the world. Light, Dark. 
Good, Bad. Healthy, Sick. Alive ... Dead. 


Night Blindness. Who was it who had that? Couldn‘ drive after dark. It 
doesn’t kill you. 

Night School. An option once. 

Nightingale. "Ode to a Nightingale’—Do I wake or sleep?—Florence, 
Phitomela. 

Nightjar, See Goatsucker. 

Nighthawk. .. .looks like the whippoorwill. . .not a hawk. . .female lays two 
speckled eggs on the ground or on gravel rooftops. How careless of her. 


Nightlight. . . .used by those afraid of the dark. Or what’s in the dark, dark 
places. @ 


Nightmare. .. .Experienced by all children between the ages of 2 and 6. May" 
occur in adults during times of severe tension. Wo shit. 


Nightshade. Superstition and folklore surrounded many plants in this family. 
Europeans once associated some species with witchcraft. . .used to ward off evil 
and illness. . .plague. Ring around the Rosie, pocket full-o-posies. 
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Nightmare. 


The children in the park join hands, dance in a circle and fall into a laugh- 
ing heap. A man hides his infected body in the underbrush beside the footpath and 
waits for someone, for me, to walk by. 


Nightmare. 


The wheels of the death wagons clack in broken rhythins, stopping in front 
of the houses marked by red crosses on the doors. The stench keeps you inside. 
Outside, dead animals fay rotting in the guiter—dogs, cats, rats. The rains come 
and never stop; never wash things clean; never put out the pyres. Three of my 
children hold hands and dance in a circle: 


Ring-o-ring 0’ roses, 
A pocket full of posies, 
A-tishoo! A-tishoo! 
We alf fall down. 
Another cries in her dark room. Purple sores. Fever. Sweats. 
Another's flame fights the rain. 


Nightmare; Nightmare. Nightshade. No night sweats. 


Y 


Nihilism. 


Lomeda Montgomery 
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dopalt's Fifth Avenas Prayer 


Sunday moming. 

The bells are ringing 

for me and my God, 
Dearly Beloved 
we are separated 

for good. 


What went wrong 

defies precision. Old Abraham, jawing 
at crack phantoms, 

will do. Or Benjamin, bleeding 

inside as he begs, no Joseph 

in sight, an orphan 

in northeast Ninevah. 


Don‘t ask me to add examples, Lord. 
Don’t whine for graphs and figures. 
You know the rules that obtain 

in the cruel psychometric streets. 


Did you expect me to shun you because 

you weep for sticks without canes? 

For children bloated on the dreams of the poor? 

I would rush to Central Park, swearing 

you were trapped on subways or stranded 

in heavy commuter traffic, that no face was twisted 
in vain; your promise 

remains on my tongue. And yet 


e 


I see nothing 

but Israel, tribe after tribe, 
in shreds on scales that refuse 
to balance. 


Your priests are enticing the faithful. 

They will flatter you under beckoned blue sky. 
Be gracious to me, your wandering, wealthy ex- 
son: help me 

absorb your 

absence, if you have space 

& time. 


Kemp Gregory 
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Mother Want 


She'll tell you that she doesn’t dream. Or that if she does, she 
doesn’t remember her dreams. She lies. She dreams alrnost every night. 
For her, telling a dream can make it reality. 


Her psychiatrist knows she’s lying. He tells her they can’t make any 
real progress until she is willing to confront her nightmares. She can’t 
help it. She wzshes she could tell him. She knows he wants to help, but _ 
no one can help; no one ever could. 


Last night she was in a remote cabin with her children. It had a 
flagstone fireplace and a pine plank floor, with a wool rug wom thin in 
the center and small curtainless windows. She couldn’t see them, but 
she knew that there were trees all around the cabin; she could hear the 
choking branches scraping the roof. It’s early evening, not dark yet, 
and it is warm and the air is thick with fog that grays the windows. 
Rick and Cindy are there too. Friends from the old days. Good 
friends. Laughing and drinking bourbon in mismatched glasses. 
Cigarette butts in chipped glass ashtrays that no one wants anymore. 


She is the only one who is anxious. Everyone else is having fun. 
Cindy tells a joke; the children laugh. “Time to go,” Rick says. 

“But we can’t,” she says. 

“We have to; he’s waiting for us.” 

“But we'll get lost. You can’t see two inches in front of you.” 


“We have to go. . .NOW,” Cindy says. Her voice is firm but not 
harsh. A mother’s voice. 


Rick and Cindy take the children and walk out into the fog, 
knowing she will follow. She tightens the laces of her hiking boots, and 
when she looks up, they have vanished. 


She steps out the door and when she crosses the threshold, she is 
met by freezing metal. A blade enters her chest, exactly in the center. 
Its icy presence spreads quickly and evenly through each limb of her 
body, into each artery, each capillary, each fingertip, earlobe, and 
eyelash. Flash frozen. Blood stops flowing; her voice crystallizes and 
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hangs in the warm fog when she tries to call back her children and her 
friends. 


When she awakens, she is shivering violently, uncontrollably, her 
limbs jerking like a puppet’s, even though it is hot in her room. She 
shivers so hard that she can barely walk to the closet to get extra quilts. 
Her hand can’t find the light switch and she bumps into the doorjamb. 
She thinks her skin might shatter. She’s afraid that something 
irreversible has happened to her. What if she never thaws out? She 
crawls under Nana’s quilts, lays awake, curled up in a knot, until 
morning, shivering even after the sun streaks through the blinds and lays 
its warm bands across the quilt tops—Sunshine and Shadows, Log 
Cabin, Friendship, Crazy Quilt. 


It takes her three days to thaw. She tells no one what is happening. 
Especially not her psychiatrist. She wears wool socks and lets the 
machine answer the phone. She cancels appointments, keeps the 
children inside. No ballet lessons, no baseball games. She tells them, 
“Mommy is sick; don’t get too close.” But really, she is afraid to touch 
them with her icy hands. If she breathes on them, they might be able to 
tell that she is frozen inside. Hot soup for dinner. Warm baths. Her 
voice is brittle and so she is mostly silent. She can’t go out because she 
has bouts of shivering that come and go without warming. 


The second day, she sits in her living room with her children. Floral 
sofa, antique rocker with needlepoint cushions, thriving plant—ike a 
picture in Better Homes or I éving. They watch television; she tries to read 
a book. Then it happens. Before she can get out of the room and get 
another layer of clothing, her daughter says, “Mommy, why are you 
shaking like that?” 


“T just got cold all of a sudden. Maybe I have a fever,” her voice 
cracks. 


Her son is frightened. She wants more than anything to make him 
feel safe, to hold him and tell him that everything will be okay. 


She tries not to sleep. She could end up in the cabin again, and if that 
happened, she might never thaw. She wishes she were a little girl and 
she could sit on her mother’s lap wrapped in one of Nana’s quilts and 
rock back and forth and listen to stories and sing and drink warm milk 
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with flecks of cinnamon on the top, sweetened with maple syrup. Her 
doctor calls this “mother-want.” She’s always had it. 


By the end of the third day, she is feeling better. Her voice is liquid, 
her stride smooth, her hands are steady when she takes off her sweater 
- and pulls a cotton T-shirt over her head. She tells her psychiatrist that 
she had the flu. 


She can touch her children again without scaring them. They go to 
dance lessons and baseball practice and spend the next weekend with 
their father. She sleeps again, goes to the doctor. She folds the quilts and 
puts them back in the closet. It’s the three-day rule. If a nightmare 
doesn’t become reality in three days, you’re safe. That’s the way it’s 
always worked. 


Lomeda Montgomery 


Simple Vows ne at 


Sarge! Beckett Employs Radical Desht and (Briefly) 


Satisfies Beseartes 
Then: 

There is nothing. nothing is. 
under the signs nothing new. just our a lot. 

(n)o = n(o) 
(and even that [and this] is 
nothing, too, _ is it not?) 

Kemp Gregory 

thank yeu 


black stretch of asphalt 
turtle with a broken shell 
waiting patiently 


Paul Silvia 
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people keep telling me 
that I look great for 
a guy in his seventies, 


but I’m only fifty-seven. 


Gerald Locklin 
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Your hands caress, 

your eyes devour like fire 

on pale candlewax— 
untouched, I do not burn. Cool, 
I watch the moon glaze 

the river silver 

outside the tenement window. 


Julie Kizershot 
Sapplieation 


Jack says 

our friend D. would 

walk in front 

of a tank if she had to, to 
help somebody. 


She‘s got a God 

she believes in and 
you know, 

she would. But today 
she called me up 


crying one of those days 
you feel like you're losing 
you know your mind, I 
so much wanted 

to offer her 


some anything 
that would 
comfort, a flower, 
food, any 

help, somebody. 


Julie Kizershot 
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TOMA Mil CORAZGN IV 


Are you nuts or what? Yes, take it! 

Look, I have this heart on, for you. 

I've gone nuts over you! 

Cacahuates y mas! No te vine hacer gracia. 
¥ no pienses que soy cacahuatero or lunatic. 
But, I really am nuts over you. 


Este corazon has an official Texas license 
to write erotic poems, del mero corazon. 
Pues, here I am, bleeding poems for you. 
Each droplet de sangre Ileno de poesias 
full of passion, and desire. 


You always thought I was bien loco. Okey, Okey 

I am a maniac, psychotic, crazy Chicano 

who is nuts over you. Dicen, que every 2000 years 
this happens right before the holy day of San Valentino 
this aphrodisiatic phenomenon. 


Querida, now is your chance of a lifetime. 

Are you surprised my heart is lecherously nuts, 

I mean cacahuate brown. « 

Ohhhh, You always wanted to know. Here it is, 

No tienes que quebrar este corazon. I’m revealing myself. 
Not every hombre is sensitive, no, no, no, 

not every Mexican, male, macho man will remove 

his cascara, reveal his coraz6n, the truth, the love, 

the raging like a bull inside the core of his corazon. 


Ay, Mamasita, you are the one, mi amorsito, 

I want to spend the night with, 

and I've gone Cacahuates over you. 

My heart fully open, and the moon in your eyes 

is full tonight and I want to love you de las misma 
manera. Please take it home with you!! 

Llevatelo. Si, llevatelo, Toma mi coraz6n! 


Trinidad Sanchez, Jr. 
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It was 2:00 P.M., mid June, hot and humid when the women in the 
burgundy Lincoln pulled into the dirt and gravel driveway and parked. 
The house at the driveway’s end was three miles across the Oklahoma 
line into Arkansas. Bright green pastures and darker green pines 
surrounded the house. Further away, the grayish blue Kiamichi and 
winding stair mountains baked quietly but importantly in the still June 
heat, their misty grandeur holding tantalizing visions of coolness. 


The younger woman behind the wheel, Patt, looked at the older 
woman and grimaced. : 


“Get out,” said the older woman, whose name was Margaret Belle. 


“T won’t forget this, Belle,” warned Patt. “You take a nice, quiet, 
pretty day, a nice shopping trip to Mena, lunch at the park, anda 
peaceful drive home and ruin it by making me stop here. I don’t even 
know these people. I sure don’t want to go to a wedding of people I 
don’t even know.” 


“You know Mildred.” 


“T do. And her fidgeting and smoking and whining almost drives me 
crazy.” 

“Well, she came over a lot when Mama and Daddy died, and she was 
married to Robert McAlester, Johnny’s half brother.” Johnny was the 
women’s brother-in-law. 

“Johnny McAlester from Dallas, Texas, and all the rest of the 
McAlesters from Dallas, ‘Texas, whether their names are Boatwright or 
Stone or whether they live in Los Colinas or North Dallas wouldn’t be 
caught dead here or claim kin to these people.” 


“T told Mildred P’'d come Jy. This is her youngest grandboy. One of 
Red’s kids. Mildred raised him. So get out,” Belle repeated. 


The women got out of the car and walked carefully over hard gravel 
and loose dirt to the front yard. It had been a dry spring and summer; 
fat grayish-white clouds drooped over the Potato Hills to the west 
almost every evening, but no rain. The daily cloud build-up just made 
the hot, damp air feel even more like saturated cotton balls. 
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Now, dry weeds, turning from green to light tan, stood eight to ten 
inches high over most of the yard; however, the women could see that 
there was a mowed circle around twenty feet in diameter on the north 
side of the house. Two tired looking dogs lay on the front porch across 
the doorway. They eyed the women with little interest. One was a 
shaggy-haired black and white mixed breed who looked faintly like both 
a collie and a chow. The other was a short-haired black and tan fiste. 


“Nice doggies.” Pattt looked at them warily. Both dogs lumbered to 
their feet when she spoke, tails wagging, obviously no double-threat 
watchdogs. 


Belle knocked. In a couple of minutes a disheveled Mildred emerged 
in an orange chiffon dress, partially unbuttoned. Her red-gray hair stood 
on end; orange lipstick was slashed across her lips. The cigarette hanging 
from the left corner of her mouth was also smeared with orange lipstick. 


“Ok, you’re here. Come on in.” Mildred acted neither glad nor sorry 
to see them. She seerned merely relieved, as if one more hurdle had 
been surmounted. 


“You remember my sister-in-law, Patti, don’t you, Mildred?” Belle 
asked. “She’s married to James and lives in Choctaw?” 


“Sure, I know Patti.” Mildred barely glanced at her. “Well, y’all come 
on in and sit down somewhere. This thing’s going to get started in a 
minute.” ® 


Mildred turned and hurried away without saying more. Belle and 
Patt, left standing in the hall, peered into the living room. Three people 
sat around the room on brown furniture. The entire room, in fact, 
seemed to be variations of brown. The curtains were cream, the walls 
tan, the chairs brown and cream, the sofa all brown. A water cooler in 
the west window poured damp, semi-cool air into the room and 
occasionally spit out a fine mist. Everything was permeated with 
dampness, and there was a wet, rotting wood smell about the house 
which was distinctly different from the way the humid outside air 
smelled. 


The people, two men and a woman, did not immediately 
acknowledge the presence of Belle and Patti. After a long, 
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uncomfortable pause, a tall, middle-aged man in a red and white plaid 
western shirt and Wranglers looked at them and mumbled, “Y’all just go 
on in the kitchen if you want to. Get yourself something to eat. There’s 
cake and stuff in there.” 


The person speaking to Delbert was a woman in her forties with 
bright yellow hair, a bright pink face, and bright red lipstick. “Rose Beige 
Foundation by Revlon,” Patti thought. The woman wore a silk aqua 
westem shirt trimmed in white fringe at the yoke, extremely tight Lee 
jeans, and matching high heeled aqua boots. 


The second man, seated on the sofa, never looked up. Patti and Belle 
could see only a shiny, bald pate, a dingy white shirt, wrinkled gray 
striped western cut dress pants, and badly scuffed black boots. 


“Lord God,” whispered Patti. She and Belle scurried into the kitchen 
and sat down at a faded yellow and gray chrome Formica table. Patti 
looked around the kitchen; it was not clean. She closed her eyes, deeply 
inhaled the moldy and rotting air, wondering as she did so, when she 
would start wheezing, exhaled, opened her eyes and stared straight at 
Belle. Even Belle seemed slightly nonplused. Patti had not expected to 
know anyone present except Mildred, but Belle was now uncomfortably 
aware that she also recognized none of the twenty or so people milling 
about the house and yard; Mildred had not reappeared. 


At that moment a young woman in her late teens appeared in front 
of them. Her dark hair was pulled up in an elaborate style and lacquered 
down with a serious freeze hair spray. She wore a black silk dress slashed 
off the shoulder on one side. A huge red satin rose was perched upon 
her other shoulder. The dress’s skirt was a bubble which stopped a little 
above mid-thigh. The girl’s legs were encased in black net stockings, and 
her shoes were red, five inch, spiked-heeled satin pumps. She stood 
before them with her weight on one leg, hip slung. 


“How do I look?” she demanded. 
“You look fine,” said Patt. 


Belle said nothing. She tilted her head back to adjust her progressive 
bifocals and eyed the girl up and down. 


“Are you the bride?” she asked. 
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“Course not! I’m the maid of honor. Here’s the bride.” 


Another young woman promenaded into the kitchen. Her dress was 
identical to her companion’s, except it was red. Her rose was black satin, 
and her pumps were black. Patti noted that the girl’s net hose were also 
black, and speculated that it might be hard to find red net hose in Mena. 
The second young woman, the bride, had blond hair. It was styled in a 
similar fashion to her maid of honor’s and was also seriously frozen. 


“Are you marrying Duane?” questioned Belle. 
“Sure am,” replied Blondie. 

“What's your name?” 

“Carol. What’s yours?” 


“T’m Belle Richland. This is my sister-in-law, Patt. ’'ve known 
Mildred for years, plus Duane’s great half-uncle is married to my sister 
Eleanor.” 


“Cool. Do you know Duane?” 


“T saw him once or twice, when he was little, but I toid Mildred I’d 
run by for the wedding,” Belle replied. 


“What is your name?” Patti asked the dark-headed one. 


“Carla.” 


“Nice to meet both of you girls. Carol, best wishes on your wedding 
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day. f 
Carol and Carla looked at one another and shrugged slightly, giggled, 
and pranced off. . 


Soon, like a parade of exotic animals, two young men burst through 
the front door, shoving and shouting at one another, the raw smell of 
whiskey coming in with them. The young men were also dressed 
identically in jeans and boots; however, one’s dress western shirt was red 
piped in black; the other’s was black piped in red. 


“The one in the red shirt is Duane,” whispered Belle. 


Patti stared. “He doesn’t look a thing like Red McAlester. He looks 
Indian.” 
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“That’s right. His mother was an Indian woman from Tuskahoma. I 
never saw her, but people said she was pretty.” 


“Where IS Red, anyway?” 

“Off-shore drilling, off the coast of West Africa, I heard.” 
“Where’s his present wife?” | 
“Mena.” 

“What's her name?” 

“Donna.” 

“What's she like?” 
“Real nice and ladylike.” 

“Hmmm.” 

This conversation was cut short by Duane. “WHOO-WEE! Come 

on, everybody! We're fixin’ to do it!” 


Patti and Belle looked around in confusion. Wat were they ‘fixin’ to 
do and where were they ‘fixin’ to do it? Everyone, however, including 
Mildred straggling out from the bathroom, was filing out the back door, 
so the women followed. 


Parked flush with the back porch and near the mowed off circle of 
grass stood a black GMC pickup. In its bed was a stereo system and two 
six-foot-high speakers. Suddenly, everyone’s eardrums were smashed. 
The processional, the Georgia Satellites singing “Keep Your Hands To 
Yourself” had started. 


“Got a little jingle in my pocket. . .” the song began. The song’s 
theme concemed a guy having to marry a girl because that was the only 
way he could get her into bed. He tried to seduce her with pretty things; 
he tried to sweet talk her; nothing worked. One lyric sang about not 
buying the cow until one has at least tried to get the milk free. All the 
verses ended with the refrain, “and keep your hands to yourself.” 


The music was abruptly shut off as the guests straggled around the 
mowed-off circle. A distinguished looking silver-haired man in a well- 
tailored gray suit, white shirt, and silk print tie stood at the top of the 
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circle; the two red and black bedecked couples stood in front of him. 
The ceremony started. A man with a camcorder moved out of the 
crowd a few feet, nearer to the couples. The preacher spoke the 
traditional words, then: 


“Who gives this woman in marriage?” Silence. 
“Who gives this woman in marriage?” Strained silence. 
“I said WHO GIVES THIS WOMAN IN MARRIAGE?” 


Suddenly, one of the men that the women had barely noticed in the 
living room was shoved to the front of the crowd. He was a bald-pated 
man who looked as miserable as his dingy shirt. He stood there, slack- 
jawed and mute. The preacher glared at him for a moment, until he 
mumbled, “Well, I guess I do. I don’t even know why I’m here. They 
just told me to show up here, so I’m here, but I don’t know what ’m 
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supposed to do or nothin’. 


The preacher stared him down. “Do you give this woman in marriage 
or not? YES OR NO?” 


“Yeah, OK.” 
The ceremony continued. 


“Duane, do you promise to love, honor, and cherish, for better or 
worse, for richer or poorer, in sickness and in health, till death do you 
part?” 


“Yeah, but I ain’t washin’ no dishes!” Duane crowed. 


Snickers from the crowd. Frosty silence from the preacher; he 
continued. “With the authority vested in me by God and the state of 
Arkansas, I now pronounce you man and wife.” 


“WHOO-WHEE!” Duane swung Carol around for a passionate kiss. 
His black-shirted best man gave a piercing shriek, ran behind the 
preacher, grabbed Carla and bent her over for a Hollywood-style kiss. 
They Jost their balance and fell to the ground. Mr. Black Shirt and Carla 
rolled over and over, Carla’s black-netted legs flailing, her bubble skirt 
riding higher and higher, her shrieks growing louder and louder. Some 
of the guests were snapping pictures. The man with the camcorder 
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rushed forward for a close-up, then panned the crowd slowly. A boy 
standing next to the truck started the Georgia Satellite’s tape again and 
cranked up the volume to an ear-splitting crescendo. Because their ears 
hurt, the dogs, who had wandered over during the ceremony, began 
howling. 

Patti looked at Belle. “Are you ready to go?” 

“Ves,” 


They made their way to Belle’s Lincoln, unnoticed by Mildred or 
anyone else. 


“Do you feel fleas jumping on you out of this tall grass?” asked Patti. 


She leaned over and swiped at her ankle. 
“Yes.” 
“You think we got some ticks on us?” 
“Yes.” 


Patti drove back to Oklahoma, back toward the Kiamichis and the 
sixteen miles to Belle’s home. Neither woman said anything for several 
miles. The tall pines on either side of the road seemed too dignified to 
hear about the travesty that they had just witnessed. 


Finally, Belle spoke. “That was pitiful.” 
“I hope you're satisfied,” returned Patt. 
The pines threw long shadows across the road as the day cooled. 


After a few more miles, Belle said in a smug tone, “I think they got 
you on video.” 


“Lord have mercy.” 


Pat Richardson 
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after hours make-befisve cowboy 


they ride the bar stools like 
hollywood cowboys galloping 
away from the most ordinary 
lives 


the guns shoot - - 
“what do you do ! 
WHAT DO YOU DO !!” 


“imma - - imma - - imma - - ” 


they duck & tuck their 10 gallon 
misery into the bourbon sunset ax 


where the jukebox tells them that 
tonight they are the most exciting 
pardner yet to gallivant off across 
this wasteland prairie 


normal 


CITY LiFE 


As much as I love 
the sad, bottomless eyes 

2 and unhurried demeanor 
of cows, the comical 
early moming activity 
in the chicken coop, 
and that first cup of coffee 
while watching the fog 
disappear over the endless 
com fields, I could never 
leave the city and the 
incessant banter 
and intoxicating scent 
of gasoline exhaust 
which makes it home. 


Joseph Shields 


AO 


Full Moen on the Bist Calendar 


At work, preferring the wall 

to break, casual eyes light 

on a miracle block: Full 

Moon, the 11” of fall. Due south 

of the kale display, a circle 

is squared today. Is it time 

to transform into London’‘s Fang, 

a menace to roving stags of the Self, elusive 
and deadly reducers of foliage? . . . Immobilized 
still, I switch 


to a lobby enlargement, centered 
the day a quondam colleague's death 
reached us 

obliquely, by way 

of the latest 

boss. He’d heard 

that Mr. Mulrenin drove to Virginia, 
rented (no doubt) a forest green room, 
and spattered 

offending brains. It was thought 

a postmarked apology 

went home. Three minutes of leisure 
left, I find myself 


chairless, drawn closer 

to empty space. The company 

corkboard is typically full 

of thumbtacks at random, on tan, a Void 
replaced that Monday by a bulletin blow-up, 
the grieving gesture of anonymous hands. 
His xeroxed calm collegiate smile 

was there for a whole afternoon 

below the Tai-Chi announcement 

of “Moving Meditation,” phase two, 
Chinese Embryos coupling. I'd like to 
obliterate images, now, 


but one: of woodland Biblical 
wings, too pure 

for hunting, for payoffs 

and prey. 


Kemp Gregory 


Raptor 


[adapted from the play, The Devil is Beating His Wife and Other Stories] 


Good evening. My name ts Klaus; I wou’task you yours. How about 
this, then — conservative coat, power tie, tassel loafers, and zo accent, 
well, not an exotic one anyhow. Let me tell you about what I do. 
That'll be a good place to start. 


The best analogy I’ve ever heard or read for what happens is “like a 
deer caught in the headlights of a car.” It isn’t perfect, but it isn’t bad. 
DPve also heard “like a rat hypnotized by a cobra,” but it isn’t nearly as 
precise. You see, while the rat’s legs are frozen, he 1s in the grip of 
terror and this emotion affects his skin temperature and texture. As a 
result, there 1s always some movement, not enough to allow him to 
escape, but usually enough to spoil the aesthetics of the moment. The 
deer, on the other hand, loses her will to move to a brilliance she 
cannot begin to understand. She doesn’t tremble; she can only stand 
powerless before the blinding whiteness. Only when the movement of 
the car itself begins to intrude, does she begin to move. Until then, 
there is no fear — there is no thought of flight, there is only stillness 
and patient waiting for whatever is next to come. There is only 
innocence embodied in a gaping lack of understanding, frozen in 
artless, graceful vulnerability, looking for all the world like — like a 
deer caught in the headlights of a car. 


This one is typically perfect. Typical. Perfect. She is just eighteen, 
well awate of how her body can make her feel, but still keeping 
company with young men who have little capability of transporting 
her, and less interest. Her skin is soft and relatively unwrinkled; her 
body is nicely formed. I know that she’s already delved deeply into the 
physical side of her being, but I don’t know how I know. 


Not long ago, she was one of a group of four friends crushed in a 
crowd of 5,000 or so, not listening to some formless, talentless warm- 
up act. I’m not sure why she drew me towards her. Like all the others, 
she was moving her hips to the driving rhythms, her mouth agape, 
staring at nothing through the haze about her head. But like all my 
others, her eyes responded when my gaze fell on her and, in an 
unspoken instant, we chose each other. She paused mid-beat, faced 
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fully towards me, standing several miles away: in this clearing, quietly 
disentangled herself from her friends to make her way slowly but 
inexorably to me. 


Now she stands, scrubbed clean of makeup and perspiration, of acne 
and clothing, absorbing and reflecting the moonlight, waiting for the 
inevitable truth she’d imagined on dark nights, read about in graphic 
novels, secretly, guiltily longed to experience, but could never foresee 
finding — untouched, leaning slightly forward, expectant, each calm 
clean toe tensing into the sand beneath us both. 


Oh yes; we exist. Certainly you didn’t think that several thousand 
years of folk tales common to so many cultures could be “orally without 
foundation? Certainly you didn’t think that all of this tradition was 
simply scary songs, superstition, bad movies, and spooky tales around 
the fire on Boy Scout camping trips? We’re here, all right, but thanks to 
Bram Stoker and Hollywood and Hammer Films, we’re almost 
impossible to detect. 


As you can see, we don’t look or sound or dress like Bela Lugosi or 
Christopher Lee. We don’t have fangs or live in coffins. We rather like 
the looks of crosses, crescents, and mezuzahs. We admire our ruddy 
complexions in any mirror we might pass and frequently primp in shop 
windows. We walk and talk and mtx with people at high noon. We drink 
beer and malt whiskey, smoke cigarettes and opium, and even take a 
little garlic on our pizzas. . 


What we do do that’s pretty cool, zobody making movies has figured 
out yet. Whenever we want to, we execute a little half-turn and 
disappear from mortal view. Smooth, eh? Sometimes we do this to stalk 
our prey. Sometimes we do it to confound the occasional mortal who 
senses something odd in us. Sometimes we do it just for the sheer 
exhilaration of being able to. 


And Anne Rice is wrong. We do enjoy sex. It is, after all, the ultimate 
exchange of bodily fluids, the ultimate giving and receiving of the seed 
of mortal life. We don’t manufacture others like us. We don’t know how 
it can be done. We’re not even sure when or how we came to be like we 
are. We keep up on all the historical dissertations, the novels, all the 
television series, and all the movies, however, because we have a feeling 
that if we ever hear the right answer we'll know. 
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But, wait; I’m being rude. Here’s this young woman poised, stunned, 
pristine, and waiting, and we’re wasting time talking about garlic. And I 
know that’s not what you're interested in. 


For me, at least, the process is most satisfying when they’re first 
nearly driven mad with the exhaustion of repeated orgasms. Those 
whose existence is dominated by the zdea of sex but for whom the 
experience has been disappointing are the best for me — and so very, very 
easy to find. Those who believe that physical pleasure is to be placed 
above all other experiences are the best for me — and almost ache in 
crying out for me. Those who touch their fellow humans primarily for 
the tactile pleasure touching provides are best — at least for me. 


I can’t speak for the others like me I’ve met. We usually restrict 
ourselves to nodding at each other and passing along the titles of the 
latest movies and books. I seldom compare hunting notes on those 
occasions when I spend reflective tme with my brothers — yes, and 
sisters — in our sideways, semi-dimensional state. 


So now she’s standing, naked and operating-theater clean — miles 
from her friends and family and job, receding rapidly from her history 
and memory and hope. In a moment, she’ll quiver and moan and vibrate 
uncontrollably. Her placid face will conceal the rapture she feels and 
then, were there a hidden observer nearby, some spike-driving, blood- 
transfusing South Texas Van Helsing hiding behind a pifion, all he’d see 
would be her entire body diffuse into mine tn the flash of a brilliant 
second. No dramatic draining of blood through the carotid artery; no 
lifeless hulk left behind for the paparazzi. Like all good lovers of the 
ecology, we take nothing from the earth and leave nothing behind. 


Why should we? The stuff of life is in every cell of the human body. 
Where there’s DNA there’s nourishment, and where the code lies, there 
suck I. All is consumed in a blinding flash of light, even the evidence. 
Not even a grease spot remains. 


And what of little Julie or Anna or Consuela? Out come the handbills 
stapled to light poles. Here come the weeping parents on the channel 3 
news. Finally, out come the grainy graduation pictures embossed on 
milk cartons. After a day or so, the police stop looking, having decided 
that she met up with a druggie at the concert and she’s off to California 
ot New York City. 
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By that time, of course, I’m long gone — off to wander through the 
shopping malls, the student unions, the movie multiplexes, float around 
the campfires, drift by the ballet schools, and eat popcorn in the 
bleachers at the softball and volleyball games. 

Oh, yes, and I never miss a concert. 


DP Hymel 


late right, it window #2 


nudie calendar 


crucifix 


Paul Silvia 
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the wine & the mermaid 


he discovered her sipping 

from his stash under the pier 
when the bottle was empty 

a whimpering sound came 

from her neck gills 

sea green eyes pleaded for more 
the wino tumed his pockets 
inside out & shrugged 

she dove into the surf 

& retumed with five golden coins 
at the liquor store 

the owner smiled 

giving the wino a bottle 

for each coin 

moonlight reflected off her scales 
as they passed the bottles 
silence sat between them 


she passed out 

the wino slung her over his shoulder 
& carried her to his flop 

he put her in the bathtub 

sitting on the toilet 

finishing the wine 

he fell asleep & dreamed he 

was Moby Dick 


& 
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Moleajete y Mettapd 


The pungent aroma of roasting 
garlic and chiles, 

blistering over flame. 

Smoking up the kitchen with 
mouth watering promises. 


Gravelly lava rock 
against rock rotation 
of molcajete. 


Metlapil working round 

the chiseled basalt bowl, 

fitting perfectly in your hand. 
Grinding chiles, garlic, and salt. 


Snow white onions weeping. 
Fresh perfumed sprigs of cilantro 
overpowering your nostrils. 

The sour squeeze of lime 

and blackened comal warmed 
sun-shaped tortillas. 


One bit, with closed eyes 
and you are making love with 
the Aztec goddess of taste. 


Catfish McDaris 
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FATHER, SON, & HOLY ANONYMBLS 


sometimes man likes to wear the mask of god 
& sometimes god likes to wear the mask of man 
straight up equals straight down 

without a dose of divine intervention 

certainty has become a vulgar carpet 

for barefoot conceptualists 

opting for new world order 

an ugly phrase 

buzzing in exaggerated splendor 

assuming a holding pattem 

young husks are nailed to skyline 


worshipped from afar 
bones of martyred cryptic perfection 
fire is infallible WEHAT IS THIS THING? 
water is infallible 
but everything goes up in smoke what is this thing knotted so tight 
with a little friendly persuasion sharpshooter can’t find an opening? 
how high to penetrate heaven? what is this thing that stinks 
how low to walk like idols? : ; 
of higher consciousness? 
I push forward toward zero 
Mark Hartenbach visions of emptiness 
& disposable philosophies 
flashing themselves 
as conclusive evidence 
I extract bits & pieces 
despite their protests 


with pliers & 80 proof flame 


removing oaths & promises 
remnants of another time 
Cliché is great attraction 


& Iam not immune 
are boundaries necessary evil 
or stubborn donkey? 


what is this thing that disperses 
sound bytes, slogans 
perfect balance? 


Mark Hartenbach 
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Bat of Bonds 


For centuries, 
man cursed the tyranny of 
9 point 8 me ters per sec ond square 
and envied avians 
(he later leamed to shoot down) 
that could 
at will 
penetrate white cover 
and soar into the deeper blue 
that lay above. 


I don’t know about Daedalus or Munchausen or Verne, 
but 
recently 
man vaulted his vapor barrier 
towards a newer Jerusalem 
heaved junk against the heavens 
carved his name on cosmic walls. 


The clouds remain, of course. 
Daily, they eat the Parthenon. 


DP Hymel 


At the Postry Reading 


Portfolios tucked into dampening armpits, 
we wait our tum 

to show the bruises the rapist 

left behind. 


DP Hyme! 
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a tower is a woman 
is a skinny pueblo 


(this is the church... ) 


a mountain is a rabbit, 
nibbling, twitching 


(this is the steeple...) 


behind the cratered lake 
a shaggy sun shakes its (open 
the doors ...) cezanne: 


yes, definitely, a block party 
on cezanne canyon drive, 


encircled by cathedral cypresses 

- -the encantadas- - 

- -all cypresses believe in god- - 
anticipating raymond carver canyon 


(we the un-needed, interlocking 
people) 


a 
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paal Klee: chii’s play, 


a child is a snowman; 
a snowman is a child. 


a child is a cinnamon swirl. 


the feet and hands of a 
child are interchangeable. 


a child is a crayon. 
a child is not yet 
the sum of its spectrum. 


a child is not yet 
embarrassed by kisses. 
a child has valentines 
for the world. 

a child does not even 
hate art critics. 


a child can be coal; 
coal can be joyful. 


a snake can be a bird. 


adults can be 
excluded from the dance. 


Gerald Locklin 
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THE BEST OF TEMES 


There were some decent apple trees 

in the neighborhood but none 

could hold a candle to the big daddy 

in my back yard. It was perfect in every 
way—apple size and flavor, tree climbability, 

tree top access through roofs or electrical poles, 
and minimal bug infestation. 

My mom sprayed the tree meticulously to ensure 
the best crop possible. Every year was pretty good. 
but once every four or five seasons came a batch 
of apples that would set my heart on fire. 

T loved the rich green apples the early season 
would produce. Me and Danny Milo, and his little 
brother Johnny spent hours up on the roof 

of my parents’ house carefully picking the best 

and gnawing them down to the core as the bright # 


_but mild Wisconsin summer sun beat down on us. 


I remember saying back then, “Shit, Danny, 

It don’t get any better than this.” The three of us, 
shirtless, rubbing our sore overstuffed bellies 
talking about baseball heroes and finding 

that elusive praying mantis which was missing 
from everyone's bug collection. 

I was right. It doesn’t get any better than that. 


& 


Joseph Shields 
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Back Home 


The cadence of summer. 

Transistor radios sprinkled with sand. 
Blueberry sundaes from the Mr. Softee truck every night at seven-thirty, 
walls smothered with black light posters, 
Roman candles on the lawn 

popping 

sparks. 

My best friend on her front porch 
frugging to Monkees records. 

The calendar’s too heavy, 

too long til we spum 

this suburban womb. » 


A ten year reunion later, 

the moth smell of Mary Beth's house still lingers on my skirt. 
The walls are naked, 

thin ice 

on which to hang dreams. 

Now it's graffiti on bus benches, 

Daddy's driver's license in a sealed safety deposit box, 

a tear that never ends. 


Marianne Moro 
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ry Sa itt arr Bs Atay 
a Bag of Frits 


In March of Ike's third 

year, first try, rheumatic 

fever scared us 

to Chapman’s Drugstore. 

To keep that childhood 

killer away, having 

just caught me at Christmas - 

of Grade 3. A severe winter 
followed: sore throat, fatigue, 
long spells of midnight joint 
pain—finally, my legs 

collapsed on a classroom 

jaunt to the movies, landing 

me a nightmare hospital 

stay. The rest of the year 

I spent in bed watching 
westems & J Lave Lucy. Had to be 
lifted in & out of the bathtub 

like a worthless prize fish. Lucky 
for me my heart 


didn’t scar. When I was able 

to stand, we made sure 

of it, Dad & I, thanks 

to Chapman’s vials of pure 

prophylaxis. I took 

penicillen by mouth, two button- 

sized pills each day, powdery, bitter 
white products of Squibb. At prescription 
pick-up on Saturday, my father 

would gab with the four-eyed pharmacist 
he called “Cap‘n” while I plundered 

the comic book racks 

for Turok, Son of Stone, 

or a meaty adventure 

with Scrooge. Three comics & a bag 
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of Fritos he’d buy me 

for the roundabout 

pleasure trip 

home. Him driving & me 

secure in my backseat 

heaven of salt, high seas, & the land-locked 
ordeals of primitive 

man. This was 

the World. Along with, of course, 

my silent chauffeur & provider 


gone as surely 

as the decades 

since those weekend treks 
helped us shake the coarse grasp 
of crippling disease. 


Kemp Gregory 
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paal kige: plant under surveihancs, 1837 


the plant world is a world of nouns. here they watch each other 

the plant world is a world of nuns. endlessly, as the clocks 
stand still. blue will 

a plant is a color, never be happier; it 

in this case blue, will never sing like this. 

enclosed by lines sketched 

by a pencil. there will not be time, 
because there will be time. 

thus a plant is a starfish. sometimes we will half- 
remember happiness. 

plants have eyes. 

people have eyes. 

plants have faces. Gerald Locklin 

so do people. 


from the point of view 
of a plant, people are 
faces atop long lines. 


plants are horizontal faces 
pasted up on stalks. 
people, however, are pure verticals. 


the face of a plant 
can contain the sketch 
of a table. 


people watch plants; 
plants watch people. 


warily? 

not necessarily. 

but the watched bulb 
never boils. 


both plants and people 
attend pre-schools. 
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i once knew this jack who had been a guard to the 
guy who shot john lennon 

this fellow told me that the prisoners just loved 

to sing up the old beatle songs whenever chapman 
was in earshot 

it had become a prisoner’s custom 

& was handed on from generation to generation - - 
lennon’s assassin had made them all a george, a ringo, 
a john & a paul 

- =-some sentences do fit the crime 


i once saw a jerry lee lewis concert 

the late in life killer sang with the aggregate 
joy of an aspirating canary — 

despised his back-up & resented his audience 
the ushers had to keep him from running off 

i was chancing by the stage door when a single cop 
walked him out 

there was no crowd 

no autographs 

no applause— 

just a colossal black limousine into which this 
shrunken old man sat quite colossally alone 
looking like he had been resurrected from a 
faded vampire movie— 

another status of a childhood hero disappearing 
on the mantleplace 


i once traveled with a caravan ef vulgar vaudevillians 
known as the “leon football marching band” 

we were monstrously unsuccessful to the point of 

an inexplicable arrival at mystical legend 

i was the most well dipped wick of a sot in a troupe 
of 5 likewise enthusiastically soaked sots 

the 5 of them repeatedly informed me that i would 
never live long enough to see in 1973 

then one of the 5 over sotted & then another & another 
& then another etc etc 

& now 25 yrs later i am the final member of the 
“leon football marching band” 

an aging anachronism 

--the last vulgarian who unfortunately has forgotten 
all the punchlines to a buzzing cacophony of long 
evaporated 

& primarily lousy jokes 


normal 
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LONELY LADIES LOUNGE 
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My wife said she better not ever see me 
in a place like this, but it started to rain 
and I did not want to catch pneumonia. 


You Sat there, quietly, at the bar, 

strong, straight back looking very sad 
wearing red shoes. The same red shoes 

I had seen at the Target Store parking lot 
in another poem Your legs crossed. 

You were a sight to behold. 

Death had taken its toll on you and 

life had not been any easier. Ram Herrera 
made you swing the leg on top 

to the rhythm of Devorame Otra Vez. 


The aroma of White Diamonds by 

Elizabeth Taylor almost distracted me. 

You never looked my way, but suddenly 

I could feel your eyes wash over me. 

You were aware of my presence. 

I was there sitting alone watching you. 

I felt happy you had noticed. 

I couldn’t tell if your eyes were really green 
or the loneliness eating away at you 
changed their color, they were beautiful. 


The rejection, the emptiness 

which had so often gripped our lives 

and brought us to our knees, connected us. 
Suddenly my wife’s voice made me 

check to see if the rain had stopped. 

It was coming down harder, and louder. 


Wiping the bar behind you, 

the cantinero ignored your presence. 

His body language raised a question. 

Was he telling me you were not a regular 
or was it that the bitch in you made him 
keep his distance. 
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Your hands lied about your age. 

The batallas, you wore like medals of honor. 
Very proud, you would not be easy 

to conquer. 

The tenth shot of tequila 

had not weakened you. 

The light from the hallway 

to the woman’‘s room, 

revealed the gun under your vest 

and the three knives stuck in your hair 
pulled up on the back of your head. 

I wanted to be your friend, but all I could do 
was send you another drink anonymously. 


By then, it had stopped raining, 
so I went home. 


Trinidad Sanchez, Jr. 
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Old Jew Sleeping im The Temple 


“I am the man that hath seen affliction 

By the rod of His wrath. 

He hath led me and caused me to walk 

In darkness and not in light.” 
—Lamentations 3; 1-2 


In the pew in the temple he drifts in 
& out of sleep 
The voices rise & fall 


“Holy Holy, Holy is the God of All being!” 


& behind his eyes, floating upon the rich 
textured sea of the singing his mind drifts 


“The Eternal One shall reign forever; you God, 
O Zion, from generation to generation Hallelujah!” 


On his vessel of dreams he floats through the 
holes in the mist - - - back 50 yrs - - 


“We praise You, Eternal one; You rule in holiness” 


Steel doors close 
eyes entreat 

lips are screaming 
fists beat on concrete 


“Have compassion upon all the House of Israel. 
Preserve us from sickness, from war, from strife”. 


The pale loose skin of his mother 
his sister 
the night creased with shouting 
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long fading wails of children 
The whistle 


“'- - revere Your Teaching & bring honor to Our 
People - - Map the ground for future ages - - 
- the truths revealed to our ancestors *” 


Deep in his brain are the trenches 

the laughing gestapo 

the young soldier who tured away 

the hungry hounds growling on the bones 


Deep in his mind 

the strange young girl who hung naked upside down 
next to his body naked upside down 

Dangling from the ropes 

mouths taped 

as they watched their families 

marched into the ovens 

15 minutes before the allies came 


“Source of Mercy, let Your goodness be a 
blessing to Zion - - Yours, O God, is the 
greatness, the power, the glory, the victory, 
and the majesty; for all that is in heaven 

& earth is Yours’”- - - 


--- He is gently nudged from his sleep by the 
old jewess at his side ; 

& through the closing holes in the mist he could 
still see the eyes of the frightened girl who 
hung by his side that day - - 


& he awakens from his nap in the pew in the temple 
& he looks to the bimah where his grandson is 
being bar mitzvah’d 

- The sun moving like a tidal wave through the 
stained glass sanctuary windows 


Rubbing his eyes, he observes the pant legs 
of his grandson are too short - - 


normal 
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Beatitudes Revisited at Breakfast 


The day is already losing 

its charm. My waitress, 

an electrified mannequin 

with wings, rushes 

from booth to booth. And worse: 
the clatter of cups and knives 
has erased a plaintive 

tune I brought 

to the table. So it’s up 

to the breakfast 

best of this house, protected 

by greasy plastic, 

to provide. An astigmatic double- 
take of Phoenician font 

on the menu sends me 


back almost 40 summers 

to the coast 

of North Carolina. Eleven years 

old, or twelve, I’m handing Mr. Montgomery, 
owner of Shoebox 5 & 10, 

one nickel for a Zero 

nougat bar. Seventy-plus « 

and blind, his fingers curl 

to test my coin‘s thickness. The feel 
is right, and he seems 

to smile. Unwrapping 

the candy, I shoulder 

my way to the back 

to watch the next kid 

in line, like me, needing 
nourishment for the moming 
baseball wars that determine 


62 


Simple Vows | 


order of rank. Tall and thin, our nearest 
thing to a neighborhood stud 

snorts when the old man asks, “What 
do you have?” The smile 

smooths out; his palm 

accepts the proffered dime, thus 
serving the thief of the day. 

It's hard for me to stop 

staring as he waits 

on the rest of my crowd. 

I can't help but think 


that during his long shift 

of darkness he may have had visions 

of who will inherit, hearing 

over and over what 

no sighted, snot-nosed brat on the block 
had ears for: the clear, meek 

cry of mourning doves 


Kemp Gregory 
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ballet in the ica flames 


btwn a series of raptures 
& singeings / we travel 
amidst the smoke of 
mostpeople / without 
rancor 


we plod on / through 
blossoms & torches 


searching for that 
solitary face / smiling 
down from that singular 
fig tree / which has also 
survived the firestorm 


endurance among the peccadilloes 


such is the miracle 
of human conditioning 
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Bukowski's Breams 


Bukowski's dreams are a fevered nightmare 

The world on fire 

Old men in taxi cabs rambling on about their past lives 
Bukowski’s dreams are smoke-filled bars with cheap cigars 
bad-tasting beer, men drinking sitting on barstools 
waiting to pick a fight 

Bukowski’s dreams are filled with the longing for younger days 
When the poet was young and pretty 

and said to be a genius 

Bukowski’s dreams are illusions at best 

The ultimate racetrack bet and pretty hooker 

lying by his side 


Ralph Haselmann, Jr. 
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arthur deve: £9 redone, 1944 


is everything but red. 

samson’s pillars. 

goalposts of the absolute. 

pill, hockey puck, or eucharist? 
halo, black hole, hole in the donut? 


half-hexagon: 
unrainbowed chevron spectrum. 


lens and iris, 

afloat. 

op-art apart. 

im- 

macula- 

te 

juxtaposition. 

altar to initial particle. 


judgment day was day one. 


Gerald Locklin 


the passive-aggrassive appreach te ebteining Utopia 


every Nazi, Klansman, 
militia and gang member— 
every bigot and bully 

in the world 

(including Fred Phelps 
and Anita Bryant) 

would 

in the blink of an eye 

in a very nonviolent 

but intensely painful way, 
drop dead 

and then 

very accommodatingly 
disintegrate, 

making clean-up 

a cinch 

for the gentle survivors 


Michael Hathaway 
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there’s synehrenicity and thea there are blatant, cruel 
jokes on humanity 


the Great Bend Daily Tribune 
hired me as society editor— 

in charge of society pages, 

as well as Fridays church page, 
Wednesday's food page and 
the yearly recipe edition. 


though i liked the job and was 
somewhat thankful for it, 

i still ponder why 

they would hire someone 

for that job who is an 
anti-social godless heathen 
whose great culinary talent 

is killer macaroni & cheese 
and not burming toast 

two out of five times. 


Michael Hathaway 
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the beasteens iGot mchine of pref. esophagus splinter 


“For the beginning is assuredly the end—since we know nothing, pure and 
simple, beyond our own complexities.” --William Carlos Williams, Paterson, 
Book I 


i want to 

run with groucho marx / play 
with laurel & hardy / sing with 
carmen miranda / dance with 
fred & ginger 


i want to i 

avoid the edge of the knife / the 
dark whisper of despair / the 
unmerciful chill of the shadows / 
the teasing murmur of the ghosts 


i want to flee 

& disappear 

& come back laughing from the 
shoot of the womb 

without a blemish 

or a blink / for 


there are jewels to be found 
in a squid’s ass / if you are 
fool enough to endure thé 
ink / i want to 


START THE IDIOT MACHINE ALL 
OVER AGAIN / i understand 


i am aman who understands 
NOTHING / for this 


i am grateful 
that i may lose myself 
in my own invention, 


unfettered 

by the ineptitude 
of my 
monument 
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when i get off this mountain 

i'm going to skirt the edge of cultural groove 
ever the outsider 

with one foot buried deep in ceremonial mouth 
& the other twisted in a self-serving manner 
a post-modem divine logician 

reconstructing book of revelations 

until it resembles a mini series 

formulated to inspire 

unlimited credit from the powers that be 

& blind devotion from all others 


an immaculate pop icon 
enigmatic yet accessible 

a 21° century kennedy 

with a certain predictable beauty 
& bland evil lingo 

tumbling from my tongue 

the perfect marriage of heaven 
& hail to the chief 


my throat bucks & throws me 

into coherent territory 

complete with phantom limbs 
rapping at rose-colored glass 

i‘m shaped by small figurines 

& 19" century stern-faced women 
whose magic is a tent show revival 
without the garlic & ego trips 
some days you eat the bear 

& some days you dress for dinner 
this dead language ‘ 

is seldom a source of inspiration 
more collective consciousness by default 


Mark Hartenbach 
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if NINE WERE SIX 


once i topped it off with a blue period for emphasis 
instead of raising my voice & perhaps blowing my cover, 
now i bob along on the dotted line unable to decipher 
the true worth of historical artifacts or tiny mutterings. 
im well aware of the tie that binds, detached in my 
enlightenment, frightening off potential disciples. 

silver dollars tumble from my mouth, forcing me to pass 
the hat of good fortune or else dance peg-legged, lacking 
any social graces. all the secrets of the universe are 
squeezed into a bottle & the damned monkey won't let go, 
content to straddle halfway between method & happy 
accident. 


Mark Hartenbach 
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will the Way be mine? 
ha! when fur grows on frogs 
and feathers on swine 


Robert Spiess 
Han Shan's Cold Mountain Fare 
tender summer autumn needle 
bracken berries mushrooms tea 
shoots plump _ in from 
in with a winter 
spring juice ring spruce 


Robert Spiess 
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Ecaenisio 
While walking on a Melboume street 
The Pope and Dalai Lama meet: 


“Your Holiness.” “Your Holiness.” 
In synchronicity they greet. 


Robert Spiess 
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GOOD TIMES #716 


Like when your friend comes to visit 
unexpectedly, and you're quite exceptionally 
hung over, feeling like a bathroom towel, 
but he wants to drive around and explore the city 
that is new to both of your 

eyeballs, 
so. you acquiesce to be an accomplice 
even with seasick acidic stomach 

lining 
and sure enough the way he drives 
after a few last-minute decision 
tums forced to the Ford, with its parachute 
deceleration, and rising elevator momentum, 
it doesn’t take long before the bile words begin 
to gather profusely on your tongue 
in a muteness of salivation. 
Your face becomes as hot as a microwave 
full of steaming leftovers 
and you catch the first few spurts in your twisted cheeks 
chipmunk style, 
and then you are in the grip. 
Your friend stops the car at the red light 
and the changing color of your face 
and you carefully open the door, 
step out into the hot yellow sunshine, walk 
to the edge of the road, step over to a bush 
stationed alone in the gravel outside a Circle K 
and find your relief flying up ‘out of your 
magma-roiten liver 

and into your high noon shadow. Traffic 
stands still in its own intestinal fumes. 


Since no one wears sleeves in a Tucson summer 
(except the undertakers) 
you trot back across the turn lane, a sudden lightness 
to your step, climb back into the car, . 
buckle up just in time for the light to turn green, 
feel in some strange way that no one 
even noticed, 
and wipe the drool 
from your chin with your bare hairy arm. 


Mather Schneider 
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BNE OF A THOUSAND REASENS 


I LOVED MY FATHER 


My father, 

bedridden and failing, 
when I asked 

had he forgiven 

his enemies, 

he smiled 

and in 

a gentle voice 

said: 

fuck ‘em. 
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I BATE TOOSE PECPLE WHO 


write poetry as if it were some 
kind of self therapy. 


Having written that, 
I suddenly feel better. 


Mather Schneider 


Raymond Mason 
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My Dianet With Paglia 
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parents upstairs: 
clothes under the door 
muffie the noise 


Paul Silvia 


tugboat’s dusky horn... 
a curtain of fog hides the 
canvas of moming 


Paul Silvia 


landing swallow— 
the ship‘s chain 
dips slightly 


7 


Michael Dylan Welch 
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CONTRIBUTORS 


The holder of several advanced degrees in education, Marcella Barajas 
currently lives in San Antonio, Texas, where she writes and enjoys “being 
amom.” “October 24: A Journal Entry” is the first non-academic piece 
she has published. 


Currently a writing teacher at San Antonio College, Charles Fuhrken 
has a wide variety of interests. An accounting major before his life was 
transformed by a love of literature, he has also been trained in classical 
piano. He has published short fiction and humorous sketches in maga- 
zines such as Full-Time Dads. 


A former musician with Lyle Lovett, tony gallucci has recently been 
honored as a Kerrville, Texas, Teacher of the Year, and his undefeated 
championship soccer team was named the 1997 Academic All-American 
Team. He was featured on the syndicated TV documentary Texas Tales 
and on the NBC nightly news as the “coach poet.” He just had a batch of 
poems selected for inclusion in the Native American Poetry Anthology. 


Kemp Gregory has published over a hundred poems in literary maga- 
zines and journals, among them Birmingham Poetry Review, Human 
Voice, and Plazm. A semifinalist in the fall, 1997, poetry contest spon- 
sored by New Millennium Writings, he was recently nominated for a 
Pushcart Prize. In 1998, Imprimatur Press will publish Over Nothing, a 
full-length collection of his poems, and The Weight of These Things, a 
chapbook. 


Nominated for a Pushcart Prize in 1997, Mark Hartenbach lives in East 
Liverpool, Ohio, where he “aspires to transcend the mundane.” An occa- 
sional musician and songwniter, Mark publishes Wooden Head Review, 
now in its third year. He also heads Non Compos Mentis Press, which 
publishes chapbooks of his own work and those of others. In addition, 
Mark has published widely in such small press magazines as Black Moon, 
Chiron Review, Angelflesh, Wormwood Review, Nerve Cowboy, Lilliput 
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Review, and Kiosk. 


Ralph Haselmann, Jr., is the editor of Lucid Moon, a large poetry 
monthly featuring the work of both established and emerging writers. 
Ralph’s democratic principles of selection help create an encouraging 
and nurturing poetic environment that is unusual in the publishing 
world. His poems and cartoons have appeared in a number of small 
press ‘zines. 


Michael Hathaway hails from St. John, Kansas, where he works as a 
supported living assistant from an agency that serves people with men- 
tal disabilities. Since 1982, he has edited and published Chiron Re- 
view, one of the most influential literary magazines in the small press. 
His most recent book, Ratboy, is available from Kings Estate Press. 


Kevin Hibshman, of Lancaster, Pennsylvania, is a frequent contribu- 
tor to such small press magazines as Ange/flesh, Lucid Moon, and 
Wooden Head Review. He is also the editor of Fearless, a magazine 
featuring a good mix of small press veterans and new faces. Kevin is 
the author of numerous chapbooks and broadsides. Desire Disease 
Desire, his latest collection, is available from Crimson Leer Press. 


DP Hymel has published poetry and fiction in magazines like Image, 
Polaris, and Gathering. In addition, he has written plays that have 
been produced in England, Scotland, and the United States. An ac- 
complished actor as well, he is presently playing Prospero in the 
Shoestring Shakespeare’s upcoming production of The Tempest. 


Julie Kizershot currently lives in Boulder, Colorado, at the foothills of 
the Rocky Mountains with her gray cat, some scraggly philodendrons, 
a fake Modigliani, and a wall full of books. The coordinator of the 
Summer Writing Program at the Jack Kerouac School of Disembodied 
Poetics, she has recently been published in /3” Moon, Calyx, and the 
Sonora Review. She sees the reading and writing of poetry as sacra- 
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mental acts “that help soothe some of the ‘world’s wounds’. 
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A professor at Cal State—Long Beach, Gerald Locklin is one of the 
most prolific and popular poets of our age. The author of many vol- 
umes of poetry and literary criticism, he holds a special place in Ameri- 
can letters. He is co-editor of the well-received anthology A Geogra- 
phy of Poets (University of Arkansas Press, 1992) and is a contributing 
poetry editor to Chiron Review. His most recent chapbook, The Ac- 
tive Ingredient, available from Liquid Paper Press, will be reviewed in 
the next issue of Simple Vows. 


Writing from Oakland, California, Raymond Mason identifies himself 
as “one of those writers who started in San Francisco during the 
1950s.” He has published novels, short stories, and many poems. De- 
spite widespread publication, Raymond insists that his greatest satisfac- 
tion is not so much in getting pieces accepted but in making “a connec- 
tion with another human being—which is what poetry should be 
about.” 


Nominated several times for a Pushcart Prize, Catfish McDaris is a 
small press veteran with numerous publishing credits. He has pub- 
lished hundreds of poems and stories in magazines and has authored 
nearly a dozen chapbooks. His most recent collection is Prying, a 
chapbook published by 4-Sep Press, featuring his work and that of 
Charles Bukowski and Jack Micheline, two important American lumi- 
naries. . 

Lomeda Montgomery is a teacher of writing at the University of 
Texas at San Antonio and a freelancer. Her short fiction has been pub- 
lished in magazines like Cactus Alley and the Lowell Review. Several 
pieces of literary criticism on twentieth-century authors (e.g., Henry 
James) are being considered for publication. 


Having narrowly survived misadventures in New Orleans and Los An- 
geles, Marianne Moro currently lives in Park Slope, Brooklyn. She 
has contributed to ‘zines like McJob and WHAP, as well as larger mags 
like Playgirl. To support her writing habit, she works for a trade mag- 
azine in Manhattan. 
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normal, a.k.a. Paul Dion-Dietch, says that at age 10, he “disappeared 
into the strange and magical wonderful waterfall called poetry” and has 
been “gurgling bubbles ever since.” He has published widely in liter- 
ary magazines and journals such as Chiron Review and Mojo Risin’. 
His work is characterized by strong rhythms, fresh, unusual imagery, 
and a risk-taking attitude toward the conventions of language. All of 
these factors combine to create an unmistakable and effective personal 
voice. 


Pat Richardson, who works for the Oklahoma State Department of 
Education, is a fourth-generation Texan raised in Southwestern Okla- 
homa. As a result, she’s always been unsure which state she’s actually 
“from.” It seems easiest, she says, “to just claim both states.” Many 
of her story ideas come from the sense of place which has been such a 
big part of her life. Her third grandchild is due in July of 1998. 


Trinidad Sanchez, Jr., an internationally known Chicano poet, is the 
author of the best-selling book Why Am I So Brown (MARCH/Abrazo 
Press). His poems have been included in several journals and antholo- 
gies, such as Narratives, In Defense of Mumia, and Written With a 
Spoon. Recently featured at the 1997 Albuquerque Poetry Festival, he 
lives in San Antonio, Texas, where he is employed in the San Antonio 
Independent School District’s Arts in Education Program. 


Mather Schneider lives in Tucson, Arizona, where he practices the 
very effective off-beat brand of humorous poetry typified in “Good 
Times #16.” He is a keen but not misanthropic observer of the assort- 
ment of character flaws and non-godlike behaviors which, like it or 
not, we are heir to. 


Joseph Shields lives in Austin, Texas, where he works for the govern- 
ment and, along with Jerry Hagins, edits Nerve Cowboy, one of the 
classiest journals in the small press scene. Joseph’s poems have ap- 
peared or are forthcoming in such journals as Pearl, Chiron Review, 
Wooden Head Review, First Class, Atom Mind, and Poetry Motel. His 
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secorid chapbook, Slackjaw City, was published in 1997 by Silent 
Treatment Press. 


Paul Silvia, a Ph.D. candidate in social psychology at the University of 
Kansas, is the editor of Gestalten, a lively new literary magazine dedi- 
cated to experimental writing. His work, like that of the visionary 

‘ writers he publishes, bears witness to the joys and struggles involved in 
attempting to heed Pound’s difficult injunction to “make it new.” Paul 
has published short poems in magazines like Modern Haiku and has 
experimental work forthcoming in Antonym, Neologisms and Pacific 
Coast Journal. 


Robert Speiss, from Madison, Wisconsin, is editor of the international 
journal Modern Haiku. The oldest haiku publication in the English lan- 
guage, Modern Haiku is now in its twenty-ninth year. Each issue con- 
tains work by established writers (e.g., Penny Harter, Lee Gurga) and 
by emerging artists, as well. 


Sid Trice is the production genius responsible for the publication of 
Simple Vows. A self-styled Renaissance man, he is currently playing 
Antonio in Shoestnng Shakespeare’s production of Zhe Tempest. A 
former Texas state champion of UIL poetry interpretation, he has been 
a member of the judging pool for many years. He has published in the 
fields of art criticism and art history. 


Michael Dylan Welch, former editor of the haiku magazine Wood- 
notes, was featured in the 1998 edition of Poet’s Market. Welch is 
now editing a new journal, Zundra, which attempts to bring the writers 
of haiku and other Oriental forms into closer contact with mainstream 
poets who specialize in short, compressed poetry. A regular contribu- 
tor to such journals as Modern Haiku, Welch, operating out of Foster 
City, California, publishes poetry books and chapbooks with his Press 
Here Press. 
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